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(i3th-i6th July 1749
''' Demain nous donncrons reldchc,            ' " Tomorrow is no Play,
Quoique le Dirtcleur a"en f Ache,                 To the Manager's regret,
Vout voir oonUeroit noa deiirs:                Whose  Bole   atvuly  ia  to keep
happy:
On doit odder tout A Id gloirf;                   But, you boing bout upon victory,
Vous lie songez qu' A la victoire,                 What can ho do ?—
JVbiis ne songeons qu' it ws •pla.Mri."l       Day after tomorrow,—
Day after tomorrow," added he, taking the official tone, "in honour of your laurels," (gained already, since you resolve on gaining them), " we will have the honour of presenting "—such and such a gay Farce, to as many of you as remain alive ! Which was received with gay clapping of hands: admirable to the Universe, at least to the Parisian Uniwrs and oneself. Such a prodigality of light daring is in these French gentlemen, skilfully tickled by the Marechal; who uses this Playwright, among other implements, for keeping them at the proper pitch. Was there ever seen such radiancy of valour ? Very radiant indeed ;—yet, it seems to me, gone somewhat into the phosphorescent kind; shining in the dark, as fish will do when rotten ! War has actually its serious character ; nor is Death a farcical transaction, however high your genius may go. But what then ? it is the Marechal's trade to keep these poor people at the cutting' pitch, on any terms that will hold for the moment.
e I know not which was the most dissolute Army over seen in tho world; hut this of Saxe's was very dissolute. Playwright Favart had withal a beautiful clever Wife,—upon whom the courtships, munificent blandishments, threatening^ and utmost endeavours of Mardchal do Saio (in his character of goatfooted Satyr) could not produce the least impression. For a whole year, not the least. Whereupon the Goatfooted had to get Lettre de Caehet for her ; had to—in fact, produce the hrutalcst Adventure that is known of him, even in this brutal kind. Poor Favart, rushing about in despair, not permitted to run him through tho belly, and die with his Wife undishonoured, had to console himself, he and she; and do agreeable theatricalities for a living as heretofore. Let us not speak of it!
' Of Saxe's Generalship, which is now a thing fallen pretty much into oblivion, I have no authority to speak. He had much wild natural ingenuity in him ; cunning rapid whirls of contrivance; and gained Three Battles and very many Sieges, amid the loudest clapping of hands that could well be. He had perfect intrepidity; not to be (lurried by any amount of peril or confusion ; looked on that English Column, advancing at Fontenoy with Us feu infernal, steadily through his perspective ; chewing hia leaden bullet: "Going to beat me, then? Well—!" Nobody needed to be braver. He had great good-nature too, though of hot
1   Sie^rafhie Vniverselle, xiv. 209, § Favart j Espagnac, ii, l6z.